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author and Mr. Murray, circumstances erelong occurred
which carried the publication of the work into the hands
of Messrs. Constable.
The author's answer to Dr. M'Crie, and his Introduc-
tion of 1830, have exhausted the historical materials on
which he constructed his Old Mortality; and the origin
of The Black Dwarf — as to the conclusion of which story
he appears on reflection to have completely adopted the
opinion of honest Blackwood — has already been suffi-
ciently illustrated by an anecdote of his early wanderings
in Tweeddale. The latter tale, however imperfect, and
unworthy as a work of art to be placed high in the cata-
logue of his productions, Derives a singular interest from
its delineation of the dark feelings so often connected
with physical deformity; feelings which appear to have
diffused their shadow over the whole genius of Byron —
and which, but for this single picture, we should hardly
have conceived ever to have passed through Scott's hap-
pier mind.1 All the bitter blasphemy of spirit which,
from infancy to the tomb, swelled up in Byron against
the unkindness of nature; which sometimes perverted
even his filial love into a sentiment of diabolical malig-
nity; all this black and desolate train of reflections must
have been encountered and deliberately subdued by the
manly parent of The Black Dwarf. Old Mortality, on
the other hand, is remarkable as the novelist's first at-
tempt to repeople the past by the power of imagination
working on materials furnished by books. In Waverley
he revived the fervid dreams of his boyhood, and drew,
not from printed records, but from the artless oral narra-
tives of his Invernahyles. In Guy Mannering and The
Antiquary he embodied characters and manners familiar
1 [On reading The Black Dwarf^ Mrs. Leigh believed her brother to be
the author, and wrote to him to that effect. Byron had not yet seen titie
book, and says in his reply: " I am not P. P. [Peter Pattieson], I assure you
on my honor, and do not understand to what book you allude, so that all
your copapliments are cjuite thrown away." — Byron's Letters and Journals
(1900), vol.lv. p. 56.]

